EXPECTATION.
PNLISARNTH STUART PRELPS,

We rode into the wooded way :

Below us wide the shadows luy: -

We rode, and met thie kneeling day;
Wo sald, “18 is too late.

“The sun has dro) into the west:
The wountain bholids him to her hresste—
Hhe holds and hushos bl to pest,

For us It s too lute

“To seo the leal take fire now,

To seo and then to wonder hiow
The glory pauses on the bough,

- While pauting grass-tops wuit,”

Whaen, 1! the miracle came on,
A rosd wide turn—a moment gone—
And far tho sun Tow-lying shone;

The forest stood ih state,
Tumnmml\pﬂ-ul the stlent u{m:
The vlmmonr leaped aboutthe place,
Al tonehed us, wwepd from face o faoo.
Wo eried, *Not yet too lato !

But one, wha pearer drew than all,

Loaned Tow and whispered: “Stns may fall

Or flash: dear heart! 1 speak and eall
Your soul unto ity fite,

“Tread bravely down lew evening slope:
Bofore the night comes, do ot grope !
Porover shines some smiall, sweet hope,
Anil Giodd s 1ot oo Jate ™
—durpers Moguzine for December,

— s

“Polly hasn't nothing to say about it,”

ol w&‘ Haunah, *Me ami.ginm runs
concern.”

¢ 'l"then uho'uhtha ﬂ;‘ wonn; ol‘lh;:
hasn't n BRY. m [
commanded mu’%mh;.p"' Don't
never leave a sentence to loose ends.”

“T was fmng to say that four makes a

y.ﬂ

cory fami
“Two's com and three's o crowd,
y, with a laugh.

Sk Barien ey

An r

ke mnkes t:l; lnmhdlgthuh[lry_
#0?"'" he gquoted, as they wen home-
ward, Pu‘ﬁy’s little ewe lamb frisking
before them, having joined them in the
pastures.

“Why, you know,” explained Polly,
“her mother disowned her, and sho was |
left shivering aud hungry ont in thed
cold. And I brought her in and warmed

tting mischief, I reckon,” she
“Are you fond of darkness,
Polly, ‘csuse your deeds are evil?
a light, girl. I'd a roll of erisp
bunk-bills in_my band an Imn{ ngo—
Square Emery paid his butter bill this
sfternoon ; I put ’em in my gown pocket
when Hiram ecalled me to t:rm the
grin'stone—and they're gone! Now you
nah;dn"l. tell me they're gone without

“There's been no pickpocket here,

ber before the kitchen fire, and fed her
with warm milk, till she grew and
turove."

“And Thornley gave her to yon?"

“No: but he said, ‘ Seems as thongh
she belongs to Polly! But Miss Han- |
nah didn’t like it. *Then I s'pose the |
dishes belong to Polly, ‘eause she |
washes ‘em, and the rooms, 'eause she |

A TRAMP.

She was on the front stoop, mending
Fuarmer Thornley’s stockings, when Bax-
tor, the new farm hand, came and sat
down on the rade seat by the door, and
Lung lis palm-leaf hat upon his kuee,
and took his pipe frowm his mouth,

“ Do you mind the pipe?” he asked.
Polly looked up in surprise; noue of
the farm-hands had ever consalted her
on the subjeet before; even Mr, Thorn-
ley himsell smoked and gmoked with-
out a dream of nsking her permission |
that is, whenever Miss Hannah was not
near to reproach him with burning their
gubstance into smoke, Everybody de-
clared that DMiss Hanuah was the close
one, but that My, Thornley himself was
“mighty nigh.” They used to tell how
Miss Hanvah had gone to the doctor’s,
oneo upon a time, to bhave an nehing
molir extracted, and how her heart had
failed her whon he produeed the instra-
ment of torture, till the impatient doe-
tor was forced to say, * Come, now, 11
give yon a quarter to have it out and
done with, free of charge!™ and Miss
Haunah plucked up counrvage sud con-
sented, and returned howe aguarter the
richor,

"Mim'l the
“Noi 1like it Letter than
lt'_\"!s‘.l

“There's n l:im rouce  in tobaeen.”
Polly, not being posted in the merits of
the staple, dropped the subjeet, and the
frogs filled the interval with melodious
pipings,

“Whint yvou thinking about?”
asked Baxtor, as she delayed her needle
and moeditated,

“1—T was thinking that Mr. Thorn-
I _\".‘- hand wonld make two of YOS,
Yonu weren't ent ont for hard labor, Mr,
Baxter.”

“ But hard labor wns ent ont for me,
It's o mighty fine night, Miss
Polly, Wouldn't yon like to walk
down by the brook and find some
violets?"

“Yos; but Miss
me,”

* Miss Haunnh hos put on hier spee-
tecles nd gone to borvow Neighbor
Hooker's newspaper, and Thornley is
stealing o in the orehard. It's
] L’lillll ns ]Il:l“' to see i tack his
pipe into his pocket, at the risk of set-
tih;’ ||iln--r‘1!'- (131} ."-."r. \\'llvl;'-\.'!-l' he ]u-.-ll'ﬁ
a footstop.” And then the two young
people strolled off e brook, and
listencd to o \\'hi]a-ln-.-l'-\rﬂl making
pensive musie in the edge of the woads,
and watelhioed the t'rr.il]:; star |n|\1| the

pipe!” returned polly,
My, Thom-

are

oh ¥

Hunnah may want

sioke

filmy elonds aside and stop forth.
Young Baxter had been on th

Thornley farm a mwonth or so. He

Lappenod one ll:\_\' to knock ab tla

door and ask fora night's lodging: e
Liad a small bag slang neross Lijs shond-
der, and n sanbaraed  eonntena
which guickened Miss Hunnah's pulses.
= A Ll‘-\ll'.ilt "Tandd she. = G

Pollv, shut the daor aqnick!

WL LT Lo,

_‘\.l b ILGH, We

don’t take lodeers. W'l Le mmridered
in otr heds—unid the gpoons my grand-
father left me! Didn't I tell yon to

shat the door, l"l“_" ? No, we don't
tako folks in: vou'll find ‘eommodation
further down the road, at Hooker's,
or—" DBut just then M Tho nley came
up, cantiously knocked the mud off’ hjs
]u_illf‘l, Jllli! "1|i']1

*A tramp, Polly?"

“Tve been tramping some distanoce,”
said the stranger, with a frank smile,
“and I'd like to put up for the night
somowhere. However, if yonr family's
uncomfortable at the idea, maybe yon'd
let me sleep in the haymow ¥ "

“The impudence!” eried Miss Han-
nal, from within. ** That wonld be
mighty handy for him to make off with
Lightfoot aud the colt, wouldu't it,
now? Where's yonr wits, Hirmm?
Why don't you say ‘No,/ mp and
down? "

“ Ag to that,” drawled Thomley, “a
follow must sleep somewhere: and then
I &'pose you wonldu't mind working it
ont in the morning, eh? "—with an eye
to the main chance. *I've got some
plowing I'd like to have done right off.”

“I'll drive your plow for a night's
lodging, and thanks,” returned !iuxt-ar:
“or mend your fences, or repar your
dlocks, I'm not spove earning an honest
penny.” '

“ Lo, if lie's willing to lend o hand,” |
capitulated Miss Haunah, “ I'd give him |

the attic chamber and welecome. He
nin't pear so rongh-looking ns I thonght,”
she confided to Polly, later. * He's got
an honest face and handy fingers, if ho
18 forty tramps.”

Baxter showed himself so ready on
the morrow Farmer Thormely suggested
e shonld spend another day in his cm-
ploy, and then the work in hand ran
over into the following day, and, a8 no-
body conld finish it so well as Bastor,
Lo nuturally staved on and on, till, at the
end of the week, Thornely admitted,
“Maybe yon re aa good a hand as I'd got
if Twaited till Chivistioas; perhaps yon'd
like stendy work for the sunmmer, with
board and wages ?”

“Yon wonldn't be ]1’{‘]'\‘ to I]lrln'."l-'l'!"
"’"'. in Bannah, “with no recommen-
dation, yon see—thongh I don't say as
you noed one™

“Thank you, And what do you say ?"
he nsked, turning to Polly.

“I? Why, I faltered Polly.

sweops "em, and  the beds sho makes?’ |
she said,  *Tsn't Polly paid her lawful

wages for doing whatever her hands

find to do, be it to cosset lambs or cook

the vietuals? '™

“Have yon always lived here, Miss
| Polly 7™ asked Baxter.

“[ have always lived in this house,
but not always as 8 servant, Mr, Baxter.
This was the old parsonage; my nncle
lived here, with little or no salary. He
didn't eare for that; he eame here to do
good, to show the punplo the road to
bheaven—there was no churel, then, for
wiles around—and he had money of Lis
own. My mother and T enme with him,
and, after she died, we two lived on
here together, and he tanght me all I
know—it isn't much. But, when I was
15, he came home one day from the
city, where he had gone on business,
and told me that some wicked people
had rnined Lim, that his good work was
ended; and he threw his head back, sit-
ting in Lis arm-chair, and gasped once
or twice, md I was all alone—qnite,
quite alone, After that people cnme
and looked at the place, and the Thoern-
loys among them; and I was a little
moping begear, not knowing which woy
to turn, and  the Thornleys offered to
keep me for maid-of-all-work for fooil
and clothing, There was vothing else
for me to do, and the neighbors ull said
it was & providence; but sinee then I
have struek for higher woges, and now
I hiave day-dvesms; when I get enough
mouney I mean to go away to scliow il
oven if ' old a8 the bills, and then,
mayhe, I ean do something nicer than
to churn and covk for my daily bread.”

“ And yon have saved something 2™

“ A hnndred dollars already,”

Daxter smiled, * And when do you
expect to have enongh to set out and
seek yonr fortune?”

* Do you think it will take very long ?”
she asked, mnxionsly, * Shall I be two
old ?"

I should think not,” he
stniling to lnmsclf.

This was uot the first walk Baxter and
I'H”‘l' Lad taken together, neither waos
this the st contidence w l”'-“l'll i1 ench
other,

“You two do seem to have an evels
lasting lot of talk together,” eommentod
Hannaly, “pud Polly win’t no  talker
neither; and, what's gnoer, you always
come to a full stop whien u body ecatelies
up to yoi.”  She had just overtiken
them on Hu' IJ;,:]!\\.".'. {13 ll ]l;lpllt 11-'11,
thongh vsually Miss Hanuali's interrup-

returned, still

Inons wen not owing 1o "Il.'l“l‘l . xll
sooner did she see them -ll'-!”iu;‘ ol to-
gother after work was over thaa she

shigspedd emt the sink-room door with wn-
dignified haste, took ashort-cut throngh
the wooda, pand joined them if she
were retnnning from s neighibor’s,

“Yon onghter not take to tramping
nd the country so muely with 1
ter,” she advised Polly on one ocension
“Tolks will begin to talk abont yon,”

s

“*Talk abont me? What can they
say 77 asked Polly.

* They'll sny Baxter's making a fool
of von—and the V wont be far wrong.”

‘l.]l_\' \il-rill-l lie \\'i'-]. Ly luul"t' n 1‘!1.-1
of me?” persisted Polly, the tears gath-
ering in her eyes. * Why should he

take the trouble?” |

“It min't no trouble—it's amusing.
You're nn ensy vietim, I reckon.”

After that Polly made an excise when
Baxter asked lenve to go with Ler onan
errand, oy .‘-w;,r_-.,-m] lier to step ontside on
fine twilights and listen to the whip-poor-
wills: shie had always a stint to finish,
the bread to mix, the milk to set, or
BOMe qum-l_\‘ t]llt_\' to detain her. An
older woman than Polly wonld have
seen that Miss Hannali herself had set
her heart upon Baxter, followed him
abont like a shadow, conrted himp with
sweetmeats, and flattered bhim within an
inch of his life. “ Baxter's that ‘ente
about a place, it's a pity he wasn't horn
twins,” she nsed to |L'Hnn-.

“Thongh Le's a trump,” Thornley
wonld add.

Dut it was love's labor lost.  Her flat-
teries fell upon nnheeding ears, as she

| was not slow to discover, By painful
degrees her keen eves took in the sitna-
| tion, and her emotions  changed, as the
case  became lLopeless, from love to
| hatred; she seemed to echo the poet's
assortion : |

To love you was picasant enongh
Buat, oh!

tin delicions to Late v
Neither was Polly's oxistence made
more agreeable just ot thas time,  Han-
nah's amuseniont was to thwart Baxtor
in his lovesmaking, to send hin: a wild- |
goose chase in the wrong direction, to |
put stumbling-blocks in the way, Dut
she did' not stop here; she snggested to
| Thornley’s slow mind the possibility of
an elopement, of dnty neglected “along |
of spooning upon Polly,”

“Do we know anything about Baxter?
Did he have a recommendation ?” she
darkly insinnated. “Didn't 1 eantion
you agninst taking him in? If vou lose |
anything throngh him and Polly, don't |
lay it at my door, that's all.”

m!
|

, Polly hung her head

Miss Hannah."
“Ain't there? When yon take folks
in out of the highway, without no rec-

!l ommendation, how do yon know what

their habits is? To be sure, I didn't
snspoct no one of having stolé "em out

on an errand and

whoever he wus, on fheir wedding

tour, to say goodm I blowed the
e

dinner-horn for you

thinking that 'd feteh you, if sn{tbhg.
iod T,
cried Hizam, aghast.

but I reckon you're

“Well, I never!™
'l%l:it."it ain't no use erying over spilt
milk.

As Baxter and his bride drove along,
“the flowery hy-roads throngh,” toward
the railway station, “I've a pretty story
to tell you, my love,” he aus. “which 1
hope you will be glad g0 hear—a true
story. There was ono#®a yonng man
who, heil:faﬁqh and strong, and tired of
fashion life and econventionalities,
undertook a walking tour through the
mountains and valleys of New Homp-
shire for a smmmer’s vacation or recrea-
tion, camping out at might in the green
woods, buying his daily bread at farm-
houses by the way, or broiling his wild

to worthier cluimants. To the praise

the decent new y it may be said
that where it has a in the family,
and has been for years by young

and old, it has develo such a healthy
tone and such ad i taste that
the literature of the slums has no ad-
mirers. Fortunately, the number of
modl: hmdl*i’uhh inerug:g in the land,
and, ns crease, journal that
devotes itself to sick i
immorality will be com to find its
supporters solely nmoug those clusses
that practice vice or crime, or are ambi-
tions to learn to follow suclr ways.—
Boston Heralil.

Edison’s Courtship.

The story of Edison's courtship,
while it lacks the roseate tinge of ro-
mance, illustrates the man’s faenlty for
going to the heart of things with the
smallest possible amount of eireumlo-

game by a brush-wood fire, as fortune
favored him, wearing his old clothes,
and getting bronzed and wenther-stained

on the route, One night he asked for I

of my poeket; there's a hole in it; I'd
forgot about it ; and uaturally them bhills
must have dropped out between hore
and the hnrn;Hmt Hiram and me has
hunted the place over and again, and it
stands to reason theyjeonldn't have trav-
eled farther without hands.”

“Mervey!” eried Polly. “How much
was there?”

“ A whole hinndred dollars, miss; and
if it ain’t fortheoming somebody " smart
for it."

“You don't think that I took your
money, Miss Hunnal #°

“Well, maybe not; but it's gone—and
there’s Baxter.”

“Baxter!”

“Yes, indeed. What do you or I know
about the fellow ?”

“T know he wonldn't do it.”

“He'll have to prove it. Tl have him
up before the conrt, sure as yon live.”

Polly could bardly keep her anger

from flaming into sudacions words; the
bare suspicion was a blow to her. She
believed in Baxter thoroughly: thongh
an aungel had geensed him, vet wounld
she have upheld him, Buat how often
have the innocent saffered! how often
hns injustice trinmphed over justice!
To be suspected melrey was an irrepar-
nble injury, she thonght.  Baxter might
lose his good name, his worl: might be
sent to prison—everything might
ngainst hm, and he had nobody bt hey
for defense. As it happened, he had
Ot dlown to the village to get the mail
and do senne chores, and, while Hannah
invelghed and l'uu.\' defendedd, a small
l'l'l\‘ knocked at the door to lnl‘il!:.’ the
lrt- asing nows that “Mr, Baxter, the fel-
ow a8 works for olld Thomley, give me
a quarter to ran ap aud let yon know
he wounldn't be to home to-night, aul
Il.i;l‘\'!n' not to-morrow neither, as he'd
bieen called wway sndding like slong of
o letter,”

“There!”

£
'_\ll

ejnenlated Hannal, “I hope
vou've convineed. He's abseonded. 11
have the law after him  surve his
nune’s Baxter, which I dare say it ain't,”

“Were your bills new grecnbacks, and
did you take the numbers 2" asked Polly.

“Crisp and fresh as new cabbage
leaves, and, as for the numbers, they
were fives and tens just as it happened.”

“We mygst have another good senrch

ns

| before yon acense any one,”

“Only them that hides ean find.”

Aud Polly spared no ppins: every
minnte that she could secure from Liey
dutios was spent in the search: but
when the sceond night and day passad
withont bringing Baxter, or any tidings
from Dhim, her heart sank beneath the
wulght of Miss Hannah's words: not
that she dounbted him for an ionstant,
bt the suspicion might keep him nway,
and she might never see his face again.
There was now but one thing to Jdo, and
shie Jdid it. She bogged leave of Miss
Huannah to go to the town and mail o
lutter.

“Lor', Hiram "Il mail it for von,” anid
Hanunh, intent apon mastering its con-
tents first, Dnt Polly was firm in the
matter; the letter was too ]II'-‘l'il!“‘w to
trust to another. It ran:

Mu, Baxrer: Il yon are staving sway from
your work aod losing wages I B YOI Are
sspecteld] of finding Miss Hanopah's money,

which sho lost the day you Jeft, please return
toomee, as tmoney lis hoon fomnd, and yYour
o] name Is restored, thongh never suspectod
by vour friond, PAVLINE PowEns
But her objeet in town was not
merely to mail this doenment; she went
direct from the postoffice to the bank
where her little honrd was growing, and
drew ont 2100 in erisp greenbacks, 05
and $10s, trusting that they made no
larger parcel than Miss Hannah's; then
she retmeed her steps homeward, and
quietly dropped the precionsroll on the
floor of Mise Hannali's closet, where
Lit might casily have been overlooked
after falling from the rent in her pocket:
she wisely eonjectured that, the next
day being Friday, Miss Hannah would
bring it to light with her broom.
“What's all this about Miss Hannah's
money and my good name?” asked
Baxter, when he returned on Saturday

n

| and found means to speak to Polly pn'-

vately,  Polly related the facts, leaving
ont her own shave in the results.
“And where was the money found ?”
“Miss Hannah found it on nw-_‘«-}"ing-

day on the floor of her closet,” de- | healthy community against the jonrnals |

murely,
“And who put it there, Polly?"

“Who? W hy she says it must have ont and serving up in a seidnetive form |
lropped there when she hung np her | disgusting seandals and lcentious reve- |

gown."”

“Poor, deluded Miss Hannah! How | that the clean newspaper is more highly |
Iomg sinee you learued to prevaricate so | priced to-day than it was four or five |

predtily, Polly ?
“1? Prevaricate?
mean, My, Baxter?”

What do yonu

“I mean that you drew the
{ money  from your bauk  store
vesterday to save ‘my good name,

l“d.b"illl-is at o certmn farm-house door,
s it threatoned vain, and he had o mind
| to try the luxury of a bed in-doors. A
| young girl opened the door for him,
| spread t_lw table, made the hed, and
| stole his heart; and the nest week,
when the farmer offered Lim a seasou’s
| farm work, being short of hands, and
| mistaking him for a tramp, he promptly

accepted the situation, having a faney |

for adventurons living and the voung

girl nforespid.”
“Mr. Baxter,”

you mean? "
“It's a true story, Polly,”

th’

aid Polly, “what do

vou vreally mean that yon—
oh, Johm! that you are not—
that you are the young wman,

that the farmer is Mr. Thornley, and an
[1gnorant conntry givl like me pour
Lwire? Oh, John, how eould yon e o
foclish? How could syou deceive me
B 2"

"It was all “‘for love and the world
well lost,"™ said Baxter, prondly.

“There's that hundred dollars,” said
Miss Hennali, the next year, when she
lny ill, * I putit direct into the hank.
Give it to Polly, if—if anything hap-
pens to me, thongh she doesn’t need at,
goodness knows—a-trapesing off to Eu-
rope. Yon needn’t tell her, but T must
confess T was a littls eonfused when I
fonud them greenbacks on my closet
floor, seeing that T hadn't lost o red
cent mysell." —Harper's Bazor,

Horvors of Hydvophohia.

AMaj. Win, H. Dobb, o prominent citi-
zeu of New Castle, died trom hydropho-
bin this morning. His sufferings were
intense.  He was taken saddenly ill on
Maturday, and, althongh evervthing was
done to save him, all efforts were un-
availing.  Maj. Dobly was bitten by his
own dog, o Newfonndlund, abont 8 weeks
old., The dog  was Iving betfore the
door, mul, in going i, the Major
stopped to earess the animal. It did
not take Kindly to the petting, however,
and finally snapped at Maj. Dobhs'
hand ; one finger of the vight hand was
bitten.  The Major immediately sucked
the wound nntil it ceased bleeding, and,
as the wonnd healed in a day or two, he
did not fear any serions vesults, Sub-
.m-n:ll.o-ll.!]‘\', the dog showed svmptoms of
rabiies, somd was shot.  The week ]‘:l.'i-"ll
by, and the ineident was hardly thonght
of, lwin.w'i:i!l_\‘ us the .\I;lj' i bl eensed
taking elscampe and milk, considering
that Lie was ont of danger,

On Satnrday morning he went to the
Lhydrnt and drew o glass of
Whien Le placed the goblee to his lips,
i over, he fonnd it iI]ji)i wssibilee to fores
a 11!'-'[' down his throat. He threw the
water away, and went in to breakfast; a
ciip of coffee was placed by Lis plate
and he attempted to driok it, but in

withey,

vain. "It has come at last,” lie said,
and aroso from the table, A phvsician
wias sent for, aud on lds wrrival found

the .\I:ljlll' cadm and t'altuluum‘-l. bt fivmn-
Iy Lelioving there was no  help for hin.
He drank a little beer during thie day.

Yesterday morning he grew  worse.
and any nnexpected noise would canse
o eold tremor to run over him. By noon
he grew delivions, and  his convulsions
inereased, and they grew stronger and
stronger, aud severnl men were brought
mto his room to hold him. Onee he
broke away from them and toied to
jump from the window, but was re-
stratned bhefore he conld ]n':lp ont. Hn-
frequently tried to druk in his more
ratiotal moments, and his efforts to
foree lignid down his throat arve des-
eribed as terrible. His eyes wonld seem
to burst from their sockets, and his
strong frame shivered in every part.
During the night, Maj. Dobbs suffered
most indeseribable agonies, and at 2:45
this morning, in the midst of a convul-
sion, death came to his relief,

The decensed leaves n wife and two
sons and two danghters. He was over
G0 years of age, aud was born in En-

glanel, During the war he was an en-
gineer in the navy.— Philadeiplia
Times.

| The Clean Newspaper,
There is o growing fecling in every

| which make it their speeial object to
minister to perverted taste by seeking

| Intions. There is good reason to heliove

vears ago. It is also safe to predict that
as people in oll ranks of life, who pro-
teet their own at least from eontamina-
tion, beeome more conscions of the per- |
nicious influence of a certain class of
journals, ealled enterprising becanse |

cution. When he was experimenting,
some yvears ugo, with the Little anto-

Tho Bost Agricaltural Paper
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MAKE MONEY BY FARMING

I8, BEYOND ALL DOUBT,
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matie telegraph system, he perfected n
contrivance for prodncing perforations
in paper by means of a key-board.
Among the young women whom he em-
ployed to manipulate these machines,
with o view to testing their capacity for
speed, was a rather demure young per-

| son who attended to her work and never

raised her eyes to the incipient genius,
One day Edison stood observing her as
she drove down one key after another
with her plomp fingers, until, growing
nervous under his prolonged stare, she
| dropped her hands idly in her lap, and
looked up helplessly into his face. A
lgvni:_ll smile, such as irreverent parag-
raphists have referred to as “the Edi-
son grin,” oversprend Edison’s fuce, and
he presently inquired, rather alruptly:

“What do you think of me, little girl ?
Do yon like me 2"

“Why, Mr. Edison, you frighten me.
I—that is—I—"

“Don't be in a hurry abont telling
me, It doesn’t matter much, unless
you wonld like to marry me.”

The yonug woman was disposed to
langli, but Edison went on :

“Oh, I mean it. Don't be in a rosh,
thongh. Think it over; talk to vonr
mother about it, and let me know soon
as convenient—Tuesday, say. How will
Tnesday suit yon, next week Tuesday, I
mean *” ;

Edison's shop was at Newark in those
days, nnd one night a friend of his em-
ployed in the main oftice of the Western
Union  Telegraph Compuny, in New

| York, returning home by the last train,
saw a light in Edison’s private labora-
tory, and climbed the dingy stairs to ind
his friend in one of his characteristic
stupors, half awake and half dozing over
some intricate point in electrical science
which was bafHing hins,

*Hello, Tom !" eried the visitor cheer-
ilv, “what ave yon doing here this late?
Arn’t vou going home?”

“What time is it?" inquired Edison,
sleepily rubbing his eves and streteling
like & lion suddenly aronsed.

“Midnight,
:llnli;.-."

“1s that s0?" retwrned Edison
dreamy sort of way,

«f zo home, then,

easy  enongh. Come
in n
“]:_\' 'ii'l’)!'l_‘!‘. I
ni I was maryied

'n‘{]ﬂ.". g

Marringe was an old story with him—
he hnd been wedded to electrieal hob-
bies for years. Bnt, in spite of his
seewing indifference on “the most
eventful day” in his life, he makes a
good husband, aud the demure little
woman of the perforating  machine

smilingly rles domestic destinies ot
Melno Park, and prondly looks across
the fields where elimneys rise and her
hosbhoaud still works on the problems
that made him a troant on his wedding
duy. A swartn of children pluck her
gown to share their mother’s smile, ane
lay in wait to eliml into their father's
lap and monss his Lair with as great a
velish as if he were not the greatest
gonins of his time.— I ashington Pozt,

Why Gene Grant is Honored,

I mast here remark that my ignor-
anee in regord to the Evropean ovations
s0 generously and properly given Gen,
Grant has indaced me to believe that
these ovations were to be partieipated in,
indirectly even, by the United States of
Ameriea ns 1‘1';.:I\i'llﬁ- to an ex-President,
Not a bit of it. Indeed, the friends of
the General here ignore the United
States in this association altogetlier. No
ovations, uo honors from crowned and
nnerowned lli;.'lljtnl'il"i. gO 10 ¥ye, gmn[
people of America. 1t all a mistoke to
think so. The international favoring

| and flavoring is all mythical. It is en-
tirely, solely, and singly personal and
to Gen. Grant, “the Wellington of
Ameriea,” that these ovations are given,
and to him as asoldier, and not as an
ex-President or a future one, The logie
of this is incontrovertible. I am told
that when the Prince of Wales addressed
Gren. Grant, he said: “I welcome von
to England, General, as the second—
the American—Wellington.” That was
n pretty speech for the gallant Prince
to make, and he can  put protty phrases
into the right place now and then, The
boy King of Spain the other day was
even more gushing. He said: “Gen-
eval und savior of your country, Spain
is prond to greet von on her soil, for
Spain is the country of warriors, and
you are the greatest of our age!™ Good
for the boy King! There is a grace
abont the Spanish language that even
makes truth in simple sentences pale
beside the very elogunence of faney,
Mucho palavern is a peculiarity of tlie

| Spauiards, —Cor, Cincinnati Enquirer.

His Trust in Providence,
“When I travel by rail,” said an emi-
nent divine at an English station, the

‘olly. Don't deny it. The cashior|they are ambitious to serve up dirty | other day, “I select a first-class carviage
told me—he had some curiosity about | scandals, they will be careful to see that | in the middle of the train, I enter the
it. If vou ean do so much for my good  the jonrnals they permit to be read in | middle compartment of that carringe
name, how much more would you do for | the family circle are of the class that | and T take the middle seat in that vom:

the owner? There's a riddle for yon.”
“And you've abandened the idea of an
eduention, Polly?”

“I don't know. I'm so sorry

never forgot the proprieties of life. Al- |

| and  healthy morals have had their at-
| tention ealled to the pernicions influ-

“Him and Polly!” gasped Thornley, | found tt ont; vou will think that I—" | commendable efforts to connteract the

“Baxter!” |

Hannah had hit the wark at last
Dlessin brighten as they take
their E;;:ht Pollyr  might lhave
lived at Thornley
ury, and Thornley never have found

“T shall think thet yon love me well

| enongh to be my wife, Polly dear.” And | published and sold at popular prices,

Polly failed to put in an objection.
“Didn't I te

followin

| same by eausing sonnd literture to be

|

| These efforts are working a silent Lot

partment, and I leave the rest to Provi-

and  blushed. | rendy men and women of refinement | dence.”

“It strikes me he leaves precions little
to Providence.” said an eminent de-

»
e

you  ence of bad literature, and have made | soendant of Mr. Toodles, soffo voce, |

who was standing by.

Winniam J. Davis, of Plymouth,
Mass, graduate of Harvard, leadir

you how it would be, | sure revolution. The best suthors are | member of the old First Churel, an
arm for a cent- | Hiram?” said Hannah, at dinner, the  more generally read to-day than at any | influential

politician, is in tronble

week. “Here's Baxter and | previons time.  The sickly, sentimental | throngh taking the money of the bank €. 11, Ditson & Co.,

ont that she was dearer to him than Polly; they stepped down to town this | story paper and wild ranger and pirate | of which he is President.
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